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Chaluay's eyes narrowed with hatred. A great
surge of anger suffused his brain. He made an
obeisance to the Japanese and informed him that
he would get his kris and kill the bird immediately.
The Mijnhefefc saw him leave the room accompanied
by the second soldier. When he returned there
was a strange light in his eyes : he seemed to be
unconscious of his actions. In his hand he carried
a jewelled kris.
As he approached the fighting cock he com-
menced to dance in a semi-circle with slow
rhythmical steps. The two Japanese stared at
him, an expression of great surprise passing over
their oblique, insolent eyes. It seemed to them
that the Javanese was performing some quaint
ritual before killing the bird; they were both
mesmerically interested in the strangeness of his
actions. By now Chaluay's face was contorted
.and his limbs moved with uncontrollable convulsive
movements. The mazes of his footsteps began to
'.assume a frenzied swirl. The Mijnheer then realised
suddenly that the youth was in a state of latah.
Once before he had seen Chaluay arrested by his
friends while in such a condition, a medley of
trance, magic and kris dance, not far removed
from the state of amok.
And the Mijnheer was1 aware of its implications
and consequences. The threat to his fighting cock
had unbalanced Chaluay's mind. The Mijnheer
deliberately averted his eyes from his servant's
plight- and watched the reactions of the Japanese.
He knew that anything might happen, since the